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SKUNK vErsus LADAS. 


‘* In spite of the fact that it is generally acknowledg 
as become possessed of a thoroughbred—Skunk by name—which he considers quite capable of smot 


EQUALISING MATTERS. 


And certainly, his manner of dealing with bis clerks 
is scarcely in accordance with the principle laid down of thing himeeif at home, 
bv “The Genticman's Own Book of ” just in such matters. 


radnyrmplderlarg dertaed atleearmie the same sort 


beuple think Biusterhy a very overbearing 
sort of fellow. bat Nature is generally pretty 


This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER" is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Nine Claims already Paid.) 


St" Half peda 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


(ONE PENNY, 


; 
ha 
AT | Wego 


ED 


ed that Ladas is the best colt of the year, Poor Pa asserts otherwise. By some means or another Dad 
c hering Ladas if given a fair chance. If we saw the real Derby 
avourile at the Horse Show last week, I am of the same opinion. Skunk outclassed its rival at all points. According.to Poor Ma, though, the presumed 
das was only an old crock purchased from our cat’s-meat purveyor for a sovereign, Papa's efforts to win popularity are at times perfectly childish.” —Tuotsis. 


A WILD MAN. 


On December 28, 1802, was brutally murdered at Dulwich, 
a one man named Samuel Matthews, commonly called “The 
V a Man of the Woods.” 


cave in the most lonely part of Norwood—at that time 
really a wood, and there he took up his abode. After the 
fashion of the gypsies, many of whom camped out in the 
neighbourhood, he lit his fire and boiled his meat, but he 
used neither knife, fork, nor s , and his food cooked, 
would pour it out in the pot lid, which served him fora 
plate, and tear it and his bread to picces with his fingers, 
On his first taking up his quarters in this spot as a native 
of the wood, he met with considerable opposition from some 
of the inhabitants of 8 denham and Dulwich, who repeatedly 
him arrested and imprisoned, but as he continually 
returned again when set at liberty, and as he was a very 
inoffensive pergon, they at last allowed him to live in his 
cave in peace ie 
Bein: once questioned by a visitor as to whether he never 
met with any object to terrify him in the dreary solitude to 
which he was accustomed, he said that, with one exception 


170 


he had never known what fear was. On that occasion, it being then 
night, and he without the least suspicion about to enter his cave, 
and go to sleep upon the ferns cad dead leaves with which the 
ground was strewed and the rug that covered them, he found that 
another living being had already taken possession. It turned out 
to be a poor man, who spoke him very civilly, and Matthews 
allowed him to share his bed, and gave hima good breakfast in 
the morning, after which he depa and never returned again, 

On Sundays many sightseers came to Norwood in quest of 
Matthew's Cave, where the old man—he was seventy years of age 
at the time of his death—sold bread and cheese, and beer and 
tobacco, or, rather, gave them away, accepting any sum the com- 
many might think fit to bestow upon him in exchange. As far as 
he himself was concerned the Wild Man was wont to remark that 
oe wis an indulgence he had never used since the death of 
tis wife.” 

From another account we learn that he obtained leave of tho 
miuunagers of Dulwich College to form himself dwelling on the 
land belonging to the college, which was partly an excavation in 
the earth and partly covered jn with fern and underwood. Here 
for a number of years he lived unmolesting and unmolested, fol- 
lowing his daily avocations in performing under-gardener’s work 
far some of the neighbouring gentlemen, by whom, for his inoffen- 
sive and gentle demeanour, fe was much liked, ILis return to his 
eave to slvep was constant, and there on Sundays, as before stated, 
he used to sell beer to such persons (of whom in summer there 
Sai many) a8 from curiosity might be attracted to his “lonely 
ce 


Strange as it may appear, neither the most unfavourable weather 
nor the bitterest of the seasons could induce Matthews to sleep 
away from his beloved cave. Once only he absented himself from 
the neighbourhood for a period of three months, making a journey 
to Shropshire for a reason which he did not divulge. On his 
return he altered the construction of his cave, making the 
mouth like that of an oven, into which he just left himself room to 
crawl, and when he laid down he contrived to fix a against 
the entrance which he propped up with his feet. 

On the December morning ery, mentioned, he was found at 
the mouth of his cave dead, with his jaw bone broken in two 
places. Under his arm was an oaken branch about six feet long, 
which it is supposed the murderers had put into the cave for the 
purpose of hooking the poor old man out, as the hooked part which 
inatcbed with the stick was found broken off, and from the nature 
of 2 wound in Matthews’s cheek, through which there was a large 
hole, it appears that it must have been hitched into his mouth, and 
by the violence used in Crywieg him from the cave his jaw was 
broken, the extravasated blood in the throat causing suffocation. 

llis pockets, including a secret one, were found entirely empty, 
and there seems little doubt that he had a small hoard of money 
about him. His murderers, as faras we have been able to ascertain, 
were not discovered. 

LAITEST. 

eresa go. the follerin av arive on a postcard :—“I BOB Bobbins 
the Battersea Basher do hereby challenge to mortal combat the 
recreant wretch commonly known as Alexandry Sloper. Time and 

nince of meeting to be arranged by Mr. William Higgins, otherwise 
lood Stained Bill.” 

iff that bil aint a beast who iss? 

(Newt week, “ Eton Boy Boxers,” 


— Qe 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


wan Cove onticass wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose « stamped envelope la ge enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Quite unable to, A READER; Thanks for offer all the same. 
Glad to hear it, OLD SUBSCRIBER: No, we do not know the name, 
Many thanks for relic, BERTI; It's an interesting thing. Nature 
trembles, ARTHUK HATTON, When the Old 'Untrica to sing, Out 
of print, AN InisH READER; Sorry that it should be so, Once or 

wice a season, MOLLY, You should write and let them know, 
Stacen't any space for sketches Just at present, R. H. BRowN, 
ALLY’s thinking, BRINY SNIFFER, Soon of visiting your torn, 
Only by persuasion, ARCHIE: Try what that will do at_first. It 
ts quite a sad affliction, CHUFFY, Such a very constant thirst. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 — 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ay Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted ), who shall bi ae to meet 
with his or her death ina lailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tsaue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houmay” be found upon the Deceased at the time af the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingion every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


i Fogy. Do you remember young Lovel and little Maude Sweet- 
ips? 
Bogy. Yes, of course, What a charming couple they were—so 
handsome, so loving, so attentive. 

dogy. Ah, me! it’s very sad. 

Dioqgy. What happened? Did either of them die? 

dogy. Worse. They got married. 


s 
“Om, would I were a bird,” he sang. 
Said she, for spite, of course : 
“T guess you'd make a lovely crow, 


You're Just about as hoarse. 
ss 


s 

First Legal Luminary. 1 can't make out how it is that Jud 
Littlecorke, who is such a pleasant, soft-hearted man as a pai oe 
becomes so stern and hard when he is on the bench. 

Second Leqal Luminary. Oh, that is easily accounted for. He 
invariably places his wife’s photo in front of him before he begins 
to hear a case in order, a8 he says, to counteract his natural soft- 
ness of disposition. *,° 


She. Do you believe in second sight at all, Mr. Lushington? 
He. Oh, rather! Why | suffer from something of the same sort 
myself occaxionally—see two of everything, don’t you know. 
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FROM A BUSINESS POINT OF 
VIEW. 


“Tium! I don't think crossing sweeping 
would be much of a game over there.” 


Tommy. Can't just yet. Ain't q' 
my birthday last week. 


Loafing Larry. Afearcd of wurruck, 
yer over-fed bloated Grampus! Whoi, 
Oi've been a-wurrucken man ever since 
1 was a boy! 


AUTHORS — AUTHENTIC. 
No 9.—Mark Twain, 


[Saturday, June 2, 1894, 
SCENE—The Pavement, wh ichlayer’, 
O fallen oe acne ei Dabeuter ‘hts 


Philanthropic Houscholder. ‘s all right. He is reco 
consciousness, 80 you need not pour any eet brandy owns 
throat. We can get him to the hospital now. : 

Pat the Hodsman (as the flow of brandy ceases). Is thot ari? 
Will some koind friend tak’ me oop and drop me arf the roof agin ? 

ss 


s 

Farmer, ‘Ure, 1 say, come out o’ that field, will yer? There’ 
path there ; don't you know vou're trespassi! eae 

P destrian, No} gant ay I do. ‘ meee 

Farmer. Well, jes’ look at that there notice there, “ Trespur, 
wil Bea Preesetbated.® Some o' i c Sa a 
stand plain English when you ans it: . Sena oe eich 

‘ ss 


Counsel for the Defence. N man 
tisha ig “esta shed bar? = oe sipee sae ave you 
_, Witness. Whoy, I've known ‘in coom in jest after breakf 
sit till closin’ toime, when 'e were chooked = ss a 
ss 
s 
THERE'S one advan Adam had, 
You lay a dollar on it. 
He never had to pawn his watch 


To buy his wife a bonnet. 
se 
s 
Brown. Do you know Maul, the animal pain 
Smith. I've oa his name a roy ly 


ee By Jove! I've never seen anything like his cows in my 
CA 
Smith, Is that to be considered a compliment or the reverse? 


ss 
s 
; Caller, Your wife doesn't sing now at all, does she, Mr. Hoggin- 
s1Og 
Mr, Hogginslog. Well, no, not 80 much as she did. Y. 
since the folks next door ast in one evening while she was atin te 
ask if we'd mind leaving off sawing wood, because they'd got one 
of the girls ill upstairs, she's got kind of discouraged, as it were, 
ss 


s 
Mr. Hardup. What is the matter, d 
5 “ ul taken pace! i e si my dear? Has anything 
re. Hardup. y, dear, not a soul has cajled with his bi 
day—not even the landlord—and I was afraid something a ee 
to happen. °° 


He. What a very beautiful set of teeth Miss Greystone has, to be 
sure. 

Miss Greystone’s Bosum Friend, Yes, aren't they? And 
cheap at tres guineas, as I always tell pe a as 
se 

s . 
ecfeda:j Cem tog ype I say, dad, what is the meaning of “giving 
Old Sharpshins. The dew referred to, my son, is bad Scotch 
whisky. It may suit the devil, but it is certainly fit for no one else, 
. ace 


Doctor's Wife. John, John, there are half a dozen little boys out 


beg a village in the garden picking the gooseberries, do come out 
em. 
Doctor. casaly not, = dear; let them alone. The fruit's 
awfull ripe, and if I only attend one of the boys, 1 shill be 
more repaid for its loss. *,° 


bat nae whe — a march has not 
e present time, 
As far as we can learn, been brought 
To justice for his crime, 
ss 
s 
Young Boastly. Yes, it cannot be denied that I am uncommonly 
successful ; but | always had a presentiment that 1 should reach 
the top of the tree. 
His Friend, That shows the folly of believing in presentiments. 


s 
Monumental Sculptor. Can you suggest a good epitaph for Stokes 
the Professor of Muemonioe * a ae 
Jones, Surely you cannot have anything more suitable than 
“Sacred to the memory of ——” 


He (intensely musical), Do you ever play Chopin? 
she. Well, no, I can’t say 1 understand the game at all, but I'm 
awfully fond of golf and tennis, don’t you know. 


Tate ven Es Cannot you seo that T am busy? ‘ 
p of Verse, remember, my dear sir, that are 
lheca ned aot peat oa ead ‘ = 
Ezasperated Editor. They won't be borne by me, I can tell you, 
and if you don’t get out in one minute I shall ring for the chucker 


out. °° 
Lad: aging new servant). Twen' junds a ! oh, I 
cookie’ were paying so ies 7 ie ; 
Applicant ( Fprotteoryay Md Well, mum, hif hit’sa hobject to yer, 
’r'aps 1 might accept a little less and take the rest out in music 
essons. #6 


The Rev. Longwind, And now, dear friends, before I bring my 
discourse to a close, just a few more words, 
R reg, day seg Member of the Congregation. Maria, 1 think I'l 
just have forty minutes’ nap, just wake me up when he's finished. 


s 
Mrs, Jake. My husband is a brave fellow. 
Mrs, Cake, So is mine. 
Are. Jake. But mine is afraid of nothing. 2 
Mrs. Cake. Pooh! I don’t call that brave. 


s 
Bh coqrepher. My art is advancing by leaps and bounds, sir,and 
the day is not far distant when it will oust portrait-painting from 
the proud position it has for so long falsely occupied. 

Portrait- Painter. Never, my dear sir. Never, so long as people 
continue rich, ugly and conceited. 


SHE smoked a cigarette because 
She thought it rather chic ; 
But owned up to a trusty friend 

It made her deadly sick, 


s 
Governor of Gaol, What is your reason for asking me if the 
prison discipline cannot be relaxed in your case? 
Editor (in for libel). Well, don’t you see, I thought perhaps if 
you made things a bit more comfortable for me, 1 might return 
the favour by giving the prison a puff. 


The Kid, Father, do the echoes go to sleep? 
The pak. Echoes go to sleep, my child? Why, what makcs 
you ask ? 
The Kid, Oh, only ‘cos I'm always reading about something that 
awoke the echoes. 
eee 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


gas 

ood and comparatively sensible 

the Royal Academy as one of the 

biggest events 
J of the year. 

As a subject 
at tea tables for 
ever so long 
afterwards it is 
of the greatest 
service to them, 
and alter the 
weather, and the 
latest epidemic, 
2 _ considerable 
help at a morn- 
: ing call. When 
I say a visit, I, 
of course, don’t 
mean the t 
- public - private 
visit paid by 
Rank, Fashion 
and THE Pro- 
fession, because, 
youmay be sure, 
with rather 
more than three 
quartersof those 
then present 
“the things on 
the walls” are 
the last subject 
of attention. At 
Q premiére at 
the theatre, the lights are turned down when the curtain goes up, 
and so people have to look at what is going on ou ihe stage; but 
the sunlight is up all the time at the view at the Academy, and with 
friends to look for, and acquaintances to catch a nod from, and 
frocks to make a study of, how on earth is any time to be found to 
look at the picture things? Yet 1 do believe, after all these years, 
to this day, the Hanging Committee, and the artists themselves, 
believe that we girls come there to gaze upon, and ponder over, the 
works of art. As to the momentary gush over one thing or the 
other—well, that is easily managed, means nothing. 

ates eestion is whether we are not just now a little over-pictured, 
not only at exhibitions, but in books and papers? Who cares 
about the portraits of celebrities and notorieties one gets in our 
evening ha'porth, which, if you indulge in two ha’porths, you will 
ind do not resemble one another in the slightest? Have not some 
people had enough of the monotonous reduced process muddles, 
that all look just exactly like this week what they were last week ? 

Asa responsible lady journalist however, it just now occurs to 
me that as I have gotto 
write about the 
Academy, I might as 
welllook round. There 
are some really not at 
all bad thin ere and 
there, and I will jot 
down a word or two 
nbout those that take 
my fancy, Here is“ A 
Decoy,” by the Hon. 
John Collier, s most 
attractive picture, ; 
Therein is depicted an 
ituian lndy—one of % 
the Borgins, perhaps, 
luring to his doom 
some unfortunate gen- 
tleman unseen, She is 
entering a cloister, 
and in a dark niche 
crouches @ cruel man 
with a sharp knife. 
When she has passed, 
the unseen _unfortu- 
uate will evidently be 
pounced upon and re- 
ceive more cold steel 
than he will most 
likely care for. The 
only chance for him 


(217) “Smoking the Blight."—F. BRAMLEY. 
seems to me, that the wicked lady—who wears long-toed shoes, 


and is looking back—may trip her foot over the step and queer 
the sticking. t us trust that this may be so. 

What's this? “A Versailles,” by Mr. Val Prinseps. The Insur- 
rection of the Women; a Striking Incident in the Firat French 
Revolution, They are on their way to beard the king in his palace. 
l'resently, a deputation of five will obtain an audience. Louison 
Chambray, a poulom, aeed seventeen, and passing pretty, will 
address the monarch, who will, in ret say prett; tities to, and 
kiss her. The deputation, dazzled an return to the 
haggard, hungry, angry women without, with nothing but prett 
words and empty promises, The furious mob fall on Toakon wit 
screams of rage, and would strangle her with a garter, did not two 
of the bodyguard turn up at the moment. 

And this, “ Ze Roi s'amuse.” King Henry III. of France playing 
the baa-lamb with three little bow-wows. A funny king was 
Ilenry 111., who painted his face and and wore gloves in 
bed, and who, in the end, was stabbed to death by a mad priest. 

But here is something quietly 
humorous by Mr. Stacy 
8, R.A. It is called “An 
Odd Volume.” It is anamiable 


picture. 

“Smoking the Blight,” most 

ti$$3{49 certainly deserves a word of 

{ wo. GY raise; while as for “The 
t 


irit of the Summits,” well, 
e worst I can can say of it is, 
that it is in Sir F. Leighton’s 
best style. These three last 
| iatrske I have chosen for my 


n 
icted the 
as he 


I 
th 
the mounseers. 

strikingly effective picture by 
MN Ate Miss Jeasie McGregor, which ix 
0 iil es ipa real 
90) “ The Spirit ” in the catalogue st 
watt Runes PRA. night, Fedora Alexandrovna 
" was surprised at midnight and 
rested.” Poor Fedora! the footsteps of the police officers are 
‘ible on the stairs, Your doom is sealed. 1s it to be death or 
borin? Pictures are headachy things, 
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THE BRIGANDS. 


DOUBTLF8s many readers of SLOPER are familiar with Italy 
and her railway routes, and will remember a wild, weird bit. just 
after you leave ret gd ete past the fourth signal-box on the 
road to Chianticotti, [t's a fair hair-raiser. It ix, besides, the 
most popular spot on the whole of the line for getting “held up” 
by brigands—indeed, just before the train gets to it the engine 
driver (Italian railway men are wretchedly paid, and get few per- 
quisites) generally whistles repeatedly, whereupon, far up the 
heights, vou may hear the cry of the brigand chief,“ Light youareo !” 
Pepe muttering other sentences in Italian, he descends with his 


They'd stopped the mid-day special to Rome the other day, and 
were busily collecting the valuables of the masengers. As the 
terrified travellers snt and “delivered” at the business end of the 
old-fashioned breechlonders, the chief sufferer seemed to be a 
rather amart-looking young fellow, who turned over his gold watch 
and heavy chain and huge solitaire diamond ring with scarce a 
murmur. Having “ weighed in” with these he was grimly ordered 
to take off his hat, and—sure enough !—out of the lining he had 
to extract the fat bundle of bank-notes he had been detected in a 
clumsy attempt at concealing. It was positively awful to see them 
elvan him out of everything, and, when at last the train was per- 
mitted to p the other travellers, all of whom had been 
robbed, but none so heavily, couldn't help sympathising with him 
on his great loss, 

“You ought never to have tried that dodge with the hat,” said 
one old and experienced tourist, “ they're quite aw fait at that game 
now.” 

“You might easily have saved your ring,” said another, “had 
you slipped off your boot and sock and worn it on your big toe, 
ond as they are of diamond rings.” 

“Gents,” said the victim, “I thank ye kindly for yer well-meant 
sympathy—which rolls out jest as I expected. It was pore dear 
old Shakespeare who said, ‘Give ‘em bold advertisement,’ and 
that’s just my little game to-day. Gents, allow me to introduce 
fayeell to yer—John Gripper, of Gripper and Co., Holywell Street, 
Strand, patentees of the new continental ‘Travellers’ Outfit.’ That 
roll o’ notes, gents, never ‘ad the name of May or Bowen on ‘em, 
but was drawn on the ‘Engravers’ British Sand-Bank '—the only 
real notes I've got is saved up in the bosom o' my Ld pommel 

“But the diamond?” cried the old and experienced tourist, still 
much excited. 

: poo ees the solitaire ring?” 

es.” 

“Was a piece of glass of a rare kind only picked up on the beach 
at Brighton, gents. Not the common winder-glass, mark you, but 
a special sort. and costs fifteen bob aton. The gold watch was the 
celebrated R'yal Aquarium Coburg gilt, with which we plate a 
gent's watch, chain, latchkey and trowsy's-buttons ‘while he 
waits’ for ninepence. My own gold Frodsham 1 carry in a 
specially-constructed pocket in the upper of my boot, Now, gents, 
we supply the entire ‘Outfit,’ rendy for railroad or dark-country- 
lane use for five-an’-ninepence, or two for ‘arf-a-guinea, A slight 
reduction on the ‘olesale—I've got a ton case of the “Outfits” in 
Low brake-van behind. Now, gents, hurry up with yer orders, 
)lease.” 

} And when the train stopped at the next station—Macaronian- 
lena say the travellers looked like the window ofa 
surlington Arcade jeweller's shop on a Christmas Eve. 


SINE QUIBUS NON. 


From hospital the nurse-girl sped, 
And told our heroine thus : 

“Thy well-beloved has banged his head 
By falling off a ‘bus. 

Aud soon his struggling soul will tly, 
And earnestly he cries 

That thou must haste to say good-bye 
And bless him ere he dies!" 

Then softly spake the Suminer Girl : 
“Good damsel, wait awhile, 

My hair I needs must friz and curl, 

. And dress myself in style!” 


The conflagration fiercely blazed 
Athwart the midnight's gloom : 

And all the loiterers, spell-bound, gazed 
On that devoted room— 

That Sper room—in which the poor 
Dear Summer Girl was sleeping ; 

And up the ladder, slow but sure 
They watched the fireman creeping. 

But how the Summer Girl got saved. 
Gives cause for boundless wonder, 

For, when to her the fireman raved 
“Come forth !” in tones of thunder, 

Then sweetly spake the Summer Girl : 
“Good firemidn, wait awhile. 

My hair I needs must friz and curl, 
And dress myself in style:” 


——— 


OVER THE GARDEN WALL. 


Mrs. MAGOOGIN stood at the wash-tub, and her classic brow 
was clouded. Seven-and-twenty times since she last stirred the 
copper—about nine minutes previously—had a dirty, india-rubber 
ball. with which, and the fragment of a broom-handle, the young 
Masters Munkhamdummitt were having a galopshus ne of 
“rounders” in the next garden, come bounding over the wall. 
And every time the ball caine over—that was the annoyance of it— 
it collided with some ch ato washed article that hung on the 
ia aiid annoying indeed. 


There it was again, and it had left a circular mudmark as big as 
is neat, on the spotless front of Magoogin's best and only 

un shirt. 

Out rushed the infuriated woman just as a nimble small boy 
aramid over the wall and grabbed the offending india-rubber 
spheroid. 

“Och. bad cess t’ ye,” cried Mrs. Magoogin, as she made a vicious 

b at, but just inked, his shaggy pe “Look here, me bhoy, 

fet me me yeh for the last time, if ye don’t kape out o’ this yar-rd 
catch it.” 

a Oh, lor’ !” ejaculated the amall boy, from the other side of the 

wall, as visions of sinall-pox floated before his eyes, “I'd better go 


‘an’ wash meself with Condy’s: if I'd ha’ known it was so catchin’, 


I wouldn't ha’ come over ! 
1t was a three-halfpenny tuft of double daisies that smote that 
small boy behind the ear, and if she hadn't hit him the first 
Areal ad have pulled every blessed plant out of the garden till 
e did, 


———— 


OPINIONS DIFFER. 


Opinions overheard in the club smoking-room on hearing of the 
death of old Stubbins, aged seventy sire. 
Doodles (aged twenty). So old Methuselah has gone at last, 
Joodles (aged thirty). 1 hear that old Stubbins is dead. 
Doodles (aged forty). Stubbins dead? Well, we cau't live for 


ever, 
Coodles (aged fifty). Is he indced, now? Well, well, it's a fair 
ry 


e, 
Oieedicn (aged sixty). By jove! What took him off? 
Roodles (aged seventy). Poor fellow! But he was always 
weakly, you know, 
Foodles (aged eighty). Poor boy: But he never would take care 
of himself, you know. 
Goodies loped ninety). 1 never thought he'd make old bones. 


3 


Wl 


HOGWASH’S DERBY. 


—— 


“Do I remember it?” he repeated. in accents of withering scorn. 
“Do I remember the year ax Hegwash won the Derby!) Why, 
strike me pink! should 
you suppose as I'm ever 
likely to forget it?” 

Au apparently innocent 
question during a diacus- 
sion on past and the 
coming Derby had 
brosght this avalanche of 
wrath upon my head. I 
had been loafing for half 
an hour in the private 
box of the Printer's 
Arms, alittle hostelry ina 
street running northward 
from the Strand, awaiting 
the advent of an unpune- 
tual friend, and, out of 
sheer weariness, had po- 
litely addressed the re- 
maining occupant of the 
compartment, who stood ~ 
mvodily keeping a liquid ~~ - 
vigil of his own, ‘ 

_ He was seedy-looking. 
tight-trousered, and of :", 
uncertain age; and his \ 
malignant glare seemed 
to imply a strong sense 
of personal injury, which 
not even a halfa quartern 
of special otch— 
promptly ordered, and 
deprecatingly paid for by yours obediently—had power to allay, 

* Look here, mister,” he again broke out, “you've touched a raw 
ba in my buzzum, an’ no error! ‘ow?’ says you. Why, like 

his 


“Do I remember it ?" 


It wasn't a bad busin ut [ was in the habit of backin’ ‘orses 
—had my dollars an’ ‘arf quids on every day—an’ bluomin’ unlucky 
1 was, too. Used to go weck after week an’ never spot 2 winner, 
Seconds! Why, I've backed more perishin’ seconds than any man 
breathin’ ! 

“Well, it was three weeks afore the Derby. P’r'aps you recol- 
lect what a hot favourite Gluepot was? Five to two they laid on 
him direckly he'd won the guinens; an’, in fast, it seemed as if the 
race was to be a walk over. Well, on the night I'm referrin’ to, I 
had a most eggstrornary dream. 1 dremp as I was standin’ outside 
the Sporting Life oftice, in Fleet Street, waitin’ for ‘em to stick up 
the winner of the Derby, as they always do. All at oncet, up goes 
the slip o’ paper, an’ I sees, as plain as a pikestatf, ‘ Hogwash, Ist.’ 
Then I wakes up. Three times runnin’ I dreams this very samo 
identical dream ; an’ though as true as I’m a-standin’ here, f didn't 

know there was such 

\ . a‘orse in the race, the 

GN Sa first thing I sees in the 

morning, when I picks 

up my paper, is—Latest 

betting: The Derby.— 

66to lagainst Hogwash 
(offered), 

“Well, thinks I to 
myself, I ain't xooper. 
stishus, an’ [believe 
{signs an’ tokens to be 
all bloomin’ ‘umbug; 
te) but if this here ain't the 
hand of Providence, 
- may TI be struck pink! 
I'll ben man or a mouse 
over this job! 

“So every ‘apenny I 
could I raked up, an’ as 
fast _as money was took 
in the shop, 1 hands it 
over to my old woman, 
an’ sends her down to 
the bookmaker | used 
to bet with, to put it 
on Hogwash, She wasa 
rum ‘un, was het wife"— 
here he faciged ina 
long string of choice 
expletives — “nlways 
talkin’ about the work'us when I was losin’, and as pleased ns 
Punch when there was any winnings for her to have her whack 
out of : for 1 was free ‘unded when the luck went the right way, 
Altogether, an’ bit by bit, I managed to scrape up seventeen pun’ 
ten on Hogwash ; an’ as it never came lower than 4U to 1, I 
stood to win just over nine hund'ed quid——” 

“Quite a little fortune, eh?” 1 put in, getting quite interested in 
his narretive. 

“Perhaps so. But let me finish. 

“Well, on the afternoon of the race I shuts up the shop—I was 
too excited to work, an’ I nearly cut my best customer's top lip 
off in the mornin'—an’ off I goes to Fleet Street, to the Sporting 
Life, an’ makes one of the crowd. Presently, just as 1 drempt it, 
up goes the winner's name, ‘ Hogwash’"! S'trooth! I thought 
ahold have dropped! But I has a drop o’ brandy to steady me, 
an’ then | walks about the streets for hours, half dazed, repentin 
to myself, ‘Nine hund’ed quid, nine hund’ed quid!’ Then 1 makes 
for hone—— ” 

ere he stopped dead, drew a long breath, and clenched his 


hands. 

“ And heard, I sup- 
pose, that the book- 
maker had taken the 
knock?” I hazarded, , 
symynthetically. { 

“Bookmaker be 
‘sugared'!” he 
ahrieked, viciously. 
“He was good for 
five thousand. No! 
What I finds is a 
note from my wife, 
sayin’ as she'd never 
put a’a'penny on the 
orse, but had handed 
it over, as fast as she 
got it, to the lodger— 
® young chap, a 
brass finisher— 
in the second-floor 
back ; an’ that it had 
come in ‘andy for 
them to elope with 
that afternoon; an’ 
that she looked for- 
ward to 2 new exis- 
tence, an’ a blessed 
hereafter, an’ hoped 
I would see the error 
of my cursed gam- 
blin’ ways afore it 
was too Inte! 

* An' that's the reason, mister, why Tecan’t bear Hogwash men- 
tioned without feelin Jike blue murder!” 


“ Fifteen years ago, 1 kep'a barber's shop down Camberwell way. 
ORS ; 


“You've touched a raw spot in my buzzum.” 
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“Up goes the wiuner’s name.” 
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OVERHEARD AT LOROS. 


“What's the man behind the wickets with gloves on 
called?” “Oh, he's the gual-keeper.' 


@o° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
o& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


Mr. Marens Stone was annoyed—and he looked it. Well, it isn't nice, A.SLOPRR speaking as a father, 
honestly aimita, to be interruptal just when one is roughing out his picture for next —_here asserted itself, 
year's Academy exhibition. Still, ust be attended to, and w ¥ piece was on sh: 

popped his head in at the dvor of the famous R.A.'s luxurious stulio in Melbury of dress the artist lov 
Reet and cried, “Ah, there you are! well, that’s all right! Now, I have come to Proud paren’ 


w 


Rares lone, suk ee yous Ae ka Hope you don't object tu the weed; and works; ‘A Stolen 
if you have anything to offer a fellow in the gargle line, aforesaid fellow will have Jubilee, in the f 
un! Pleasure in getting outside it.” Jt must be acknowledged that Mr. suggested by the 
Marcus Stone did look as if he couldn't it; mo more he could, for when the it was enough to make her. 
reputation of the “ H.-H.” is at stake the F.O.M. is firmness iteelf, and nothing‘under coming, 
A Orne Puente ee nord ie qwaed he : Maser As ae tee b sunnier baggy the oviel Pes she disrespectful 
} ” say, “He jal known me,” but way. he awl as she 
Tee Ceeete OR eae may tee poet eee es het me fnvorview began. The Eminent put the usual leating nestions to Tr. Stone,who beastly daub (her own wor 
} on i observed a stony silence, “ Well, Marcas,” at leugth cried A. SLOPER, pocketing his now, sir, you'll take a 
| “I gase in rapture on her peerless beauty.” —Lerd Bub. note-book, “if you won't be iuterview-«d, will you come and give your opinion of a another particular appoin 
“Td die to win a single kindly word.” —The Hon. Billy. picture my boy has been hard at work on for some time. It isin your style,and, her Dad a bit of 


THE LAIRD REPROVES SOUTER McoW HANG, 


ena oe 


A} x 
(1) Forbye no’ feenishin’ the Solein’ o’ ma Sawbath shoon, McWhang, ye're heterndox opeenyins (2) “There seems,” continued the Laini, an instant (3) And the Elder said, “There's the arteestic touch o' rale genius abont 
on the subjects o’ Grace an’ Kirk /'olity are a sounner an’ a disgrace te the community, an’ ye weel “tae ha’e been s sudden storm cumpused o' McWhang's double-action borse kick that renders him weel worthy 0’ being 
merit the unmerciful thampin’ A'm gaun to edmeenister,” miki the Laird. buckles ap’ muckle stance,” elected an Kider o' the Auld Kirk withoot ony further delay.” 


a 


oencest orm: of . Face . 


Bravo, my noble patrons, that's the style, Far and away, and as far as the eye can reach, I 
A surging crowd awaiting impatiently the hour of admittance, How I shall bly accommodate you 
all it is a bit of a puzzle, but I shall do my best ; and if the lot of you can't see all at once, you must 
come in in batches, Now for it :—To stop the thief the parrot t » * Come back, come back,” it 


loudly cried :—The station cab as herewith seen, Has long a dreadful eyesore been :—To go upon the 
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stage would seem, The count bsp er dream :—Cheers for the Twenty-ninth of May, For 
that, you know's Oak Apple Day:—The Tournament I picture here, I'm told is very {™ his 
Ue talce. ded erty imme toncles wakes Toasts oy ke ced omen ee cal 
actor takea, many Rrat- eC 8 me — 

ext wock Youn” THE SLOCERIAN SHOWMAN, aia __ 


REVERSIBLE. 


ron te, Fou oun Geta chovet, my bey, oh? Tm afraid I can't 
how, No, Uncle; I don't think you look much like 
he oragitean ly q 


have a look on; it'll spend: 
Seer Oieanatanepte oat ton Magypeien Oc” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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ALTHOUGTI he is as rule a little inclined to cantankerousness) 
We most of us are unanimous in our expressions of sympathy at the 
>) present sad condition of the cab- 
( man. He has had many hardshi 
x to contend against durin, the 
strike, The fight against capital 
is always an uphill one, but in the 
case of the cabmen it is aggravated 
by the fact that their Union has 
only been established during the 
last few weeks. This necessarily 
means a shortness of funds xo far 
as the exchequer is concerned. In 
ae of this, though, at the time 
of going to | shee the genial cabbies 
were oon ng along steadily and 
strongly. If they fail to win the 
present battle it will not be for the 
want of pluck or enthus 


s 
ALARGE provincial restaurateur 
has just died from the effects of a 
cigar. Itiaa vilecalumny to assert, 
however, that he mistook it for one 
of the brand kept specially for 
Press luncheons. 


J 

THE Bald-headed Old Reprobate 
has this day been pleased to con- 
fer his “Award of Merit” upon 
CAPTAIN ROLAND ScoTT, because 
of his Electric Sky-signs. 
“ Feyther,” bleated the Blue-eyed 

belet, as a representation of the 
Eminent’s well-known features 
and bottle was flashed to the clouds by the aid of a powerful 
search light; “feyther,” and the Budlet laughed demoniacally, 
“I guess that’s about as near heaven as you'll ever reach.” 
crash, a yell, and once more did that bold, but rash youth, fall a 
victim to a parent's just wrath, | . 


e 

On, the woe of it! The edict has gone forth from the wily 
chieftain of the Salvation Army that all the junior members of 
that eccentric body are to be taught music, so that in time each 
will be able to give vent to his joy by banging the drum, thumping 
the tambourine, clanging the cymbals, or evoking weird sounds 
from the cornet or trombone. Now may the lover of peace and 
quietness sigh for an early grave, 


Mr. Thomas McILEAn is showing Vincent Gibson's fine portrait 
picture, “ Royal Ascot,” at his galleries in the Haymarket. The 
work has been executed for Colonel North, who is to be congratu- 
lated upon his selection of so capable an artist. 


s 

AN American lecturer, who has returned to his own count 
after a brief sojourn in this, has been comparing the Englis! 
girl very favourably with the 
transatlantic belles, “ Almost in- 
variably beautiful, fresh, and 
dainty as the morn,” is only one 
of his many eulogistic descrip- 
tions, ely we hope the 
English maiden feels tattered. 
But what has the American 
young lady to say about it 

all? se 

s 


It is not true that an eminent 
firm of perfumers made an offer 
to pour a hundred barrels of 
scent into the Manchester Ship 
Canal on the occasion of the 
recent opening of the great 
waterway by the Queen. Things 
would have been considerably 
improved if such an offer had 
been accepted. 


ss 

Many hundreds of spirit casks 
were observed floating in the 
water at the inundated towns in 
Pennsy!vania, where severe floods 
have m taking place. Mr. 
McGooseley has 5 Bg observed 
making minute inquiries recently 
as to cost of an emigrant’s ticket to the affected district. 


s 

Poor Edmund Yates! His was indeed a sad and tragic end; 
dying, one might say, in harness, and at the very time when, after 
conquering, as was thought, a Mpexe and inful illness, life 
seemed to hold out fresh hope and ambition to him. Worthiest of 
foemen, staunchest of friends, his name will live always in the 
annals of literature, and in the loving memory of those who knew 
and understood him, *,° 


Now that the German Emperor has blossomed forth into a 
composer, we may shortly og to hear of our own sovereign 
writing a comic song, the Prince of Wales arranging a ballet, or 
the Duke of Cambridge writing a three-act farcical comedy. 

ss 


s 
TuHatT highly sensational, old-fashioned melodrama, The 
Two Orphans, has once more been dragged from obscurity, — 
now at- 
tracting 
crowds 


Adel phi 
Theatre. 
Although 
only in- 
Y tended asa 
\G) stop-gap, 
the piece 
is very 
strongly 
cast, and 
from the 
enthusiasm 
whi Ws 
greets 8 
nightly 
produc. 
tion, it is 
evident 
that it has 
lost none of 
its powers 
of fascina- 
tion. In the 

arts of 
Pierre and 
Jacques, 
Messrs, Rignold and Cartwright are excellent, and as the Two 
Orphans Ellis Jeffrey and Marion Terry show that they thoroughly 
understand the characters they represent. The mounting of the 
pee is excellent throughout. There is little doubt but that if the 
trothers Gatti judged it wise to retain the piece in the Adelphi bill 
throughout the summer monthy, it would pay them to do so. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TnE Alhambra management have recently materially strength- 
ened their programme. Besides a new ballet, which compares 
favourably with any yet 
previously scen on the 
Alhambra stage, Messrs, 
Martin and Western, the 
expert ritle-shots have 
commenced an exclusive 
engagement, an important 
feature of which is the in- 
troduction of Herr Dowe, 
with his celebrated Bullet- 

roof Cuirass. Mdlle, 

egnani,the favouritedan- 
seuse, is also announ 
to appear in a Pas Seul 
during the * Don Quixote” 
Ballet ; and Henri French, 
a young bicyclist of the 
sensational order, is re- 
ceiving a reception which 
is calculated to make his 
heart palpitate with de- 
light. oe 


THE statement that the 
ueen is about to confer 
the honour of knighthood 
upon the Editor of Larks! 
in recognition of his ser- 
vices to literature, is de- 
void of foundation. Seme- 
thing of the sort was 
certainly suggested, but the talented Chief of our mammoth 
ha'penny comic prefers to wait for a peerage. Ile deserves it, 
ss 
s 
WE note the celebration of the bag 5p of a Miss Rose and a 
Mr. Thorn. This is as it should be. No rose is altogether com- 
plete without a thorn, 1° 


IN spite of the fact that Snatcher was entered in several classes 
at the Toy Dog Show held at the Royal Aquarium Inst week, we 
regret to say that he received no prize. The authorities, it seems, 
were not altogether satisfied that Snatcher even belonged to the + 
canine species, and informed our representative that they were 
not on this occasion awarding prizes for superior Sausage Meat. 

ss 


s 
THE Daly Company has departed hence and we shall gaze upon 
them no more until 1395. Eleanora Duse reigns at the theatre in 
their stead, and Dused good she is, too. Excuse us while we smile. 
ss 
s 

Qui1TE horrible accounts reach us of the cruelties peastien upon 
turtles during their shipment to England, Hundreds of them are 
confined to- 
gether in 
filthy little 
pens not suf- 
iciently 
large to prop- 
erly accom- 
modate a 
dozen, and 
the conse- 
quent mor- 
tality and 
suffering is 
rtated to 
be awful. 
Surely the 
Court of 
Aldermen 
are not going 
to stand 
this? The 
thought of 
the cruelties y 
practised on YY, 
the fish Y 


VY 
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delectable 2 

soup must 

haunt their 

very dreams, They must rise and do something to mend matters. 
ss 

. td 

In a letter to a ss aba a member of the fair sex advo- 
cates the establishment of County cricket. However feasible and 
pleasant this may sound in theory, it is to be hoped, for the sake 
of peace, that it will not be put into practiee. A male man 
thing is sure to be called upon to occupy the positien of umpire, 
and the man who would volunteer to undertake that task is not to 
be found in England. Why, refereeing in a football match would 
bea pienesat pastime compared with umpiring in a Ladies’ cricket 
match. *,* 

WHETHER the cold, dreary wet weather with which we have 
been favoured recently is responsible for the fact we cannot say, 
anyway, the attendance at Constantinople in London, at Olympia, 
during the last week or two has been tremendous. Undoubtedly, 
Constantinople in London is the show of the year. If there are 
any among our readers who have not yet visited it, we should 
recommend them to do so at once. 

ss 
s 

DURING the last twelvemonth we have heard a lot about bullet 
proof coats. Two foreign inventors, we think, lay claim to having 
produced something of 
the sort, and we have now 
a lo who. gives 
nightly at the principal 
music halls an exhibition 
of sthe harmless effect of 
rife bullets upon o gar- 
ment of his special pre- 
paration. He offers to 
— the secret to the 

overnment, provided 
they undertake to assist 
in perfecting it. A very 
generous offer truly ; but 
the authorities don’t seem 
tocatch ontoit. Thisisa 
pity, because, lessen 
the danger of Paine shot, 
and Tommy Atkins is more 
likely to look with a 
favourable eye upon the 
army, and it stands sorely 
in need of recruits just 
now. °° 


SATURDAY last, the 
26th inst., was appointed 
for the private view of the 
Summer Exhibition (the 
Thirty-second) of the 19th 
Century Art Society, at 
the Conduit Street Gal- 
leries, and we have no hesitation in asserting, that the present 
Exhibition will compare favourably with any of its predecessors. 


(Saturday, June 2, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR Fou THE WEEK ENDING 9TH JUNE, 1894, 
—~—_ 


Srd June, 1658.—Evelyn, under this date, writes: “A large 
whale was taken between my land, butting on the Thames, and 
Greenwich, After a long conflict it was kill’d with a harpin yron, 
struck in the head, out of which spurted blood and water yy two 
tunnells, and, after an horrid grone, it ran quite on shore and died, 
Its length was 58 foote ; heigth, 16 inches.” 


4th June, 1819.—Tom Moore says in his diary, this day : 
“Went to a dance at Tegart's, and staid till three in the morn. 
ing. Danced with a presty Hebe of a ponies Wilson, who 
caught my fancy for the time exceedingly. Aprupos to dancing 
with pretty tgs I have had two or three letters from my own 
pretty girl (his wife), who is safe in Edinburgh, and delighted to 
see once more her mother and sisters.” 


5th June, 1888.—A newspaper, this day, says: “A woman 
named Rebecca Grovenor, of Newtown, Montgomeryshire, has 
ny died at the age of 104 years, 3 months, 2 weeks. She retained 
her faculties almost until her death, and could thread a needle or 
read without the aid of glasses.” 


6th June, 1808,—“ A number of men of fashion and fortune,’ 
says the “Good Fellow's Calendar,” “ whose talent consisted in being 
able to guide their cattle with almost as much skill asa hackney 
coachman who had served a regular Syerentioneh tes formed them. 
selves into a ‘driving paag & called ‘The Whip Club.’ These 
hopes of their country met for the first time, on this morning, in 
Cavendish Square, and mustered rather strong, there being alto- 
ered fifteen members ornamenting the dickies of so many 

daus with four horses. 


%Wth June, 1890.—A newspaper of this date says: “ Last weck, 
at a great dinner of the Skinners’ Company, the usual formalities 
were observed. A Mr. Cockayne presented ages ago three gilt 
cocks to this Company (supposed, together with the range of 
sound of Bow Bells, to have some connection with the word ‘ Cock. 
ney’). These cocks were during dinner carried round the tabies 
in procession, the first followed by an officer bearing a cap of finest 
fur. Then the question was paged propounded : ‘Whom will 
this cap fit?’ First it was tried on the head of Mr. Justice Den- 
man ; but it was not for him. Then it was placed on the head of 
Lord Justice Bowen, for whom the responsible ofticer declared it 
was not intended. Then the time-honoured comedy was concluded 
by trying it on the head of Mr. 8. Tamp, the new Master of the 
Skinners’ Company. Amid cheers, the fit was declared to be per- 
fect ; and this géntleman has, it is understood, the merit of belong- 
ing to the trade. On this matter no charter is more strict than the 
most recent one of the Skinners, which, dated in the fourth year of 
James I., provides that the master and wardens of the said guild 
should be chosen from such of the freemen as have used and pro- 
fessed the mystery and art of a skinner, and not from any others.” 


8th June, 1850,—The coroner in an inquest which was held 
en the body of Mr. Sibley, a schoolmaster of Highgate, who lost 
his life, this day, whilst unsuccessfully attempting to rescue that 
ofa pepil, drew attention to the dangerous state of the Hampstcad 
ponds, in one of which the double death occurred. 


Oth June, 1809.—This day, Elisha Crabbe, a Jewish pugilist, 
died suddenly on board a Gravesend packet on his return to Lon- 
don. He fought and beat, on April 17, 1788, Stephen Oliver, nick- 
named “ Death," on account of the deadly paleness of his visage. 
The Prince of Wales (afterwards George 1V.), Colonel Hanger 
(Lord Coleraine), and the leading patrons of the ring were present 
at the fight. Klisha was 9 man of great muscular power. For many 

ears he was a peace-ofticer at the Mansion House, but, resigning, 
me a licensed victualler in Duke's place. He wasa civil, obliz- 
ing man, and always an object of popular attraction among the 
people of his own persuasion, 
——— pe 


HIS FEELINGS. 
(During a recent trial for theft, a professional pickpocket tearfully implore! 
the Judge to mercifully consider the feelings of a wretched fellow-creature.” 
AT a playhouse door a concourse vast 
For time of opening tarried, 
When from their ranks Sir Fagin passed, 
And his feet him fleetly carried 
Through court and slum : and he cried with glee 
“ My feelings run away with me!” 


Sir Fagin's mind was not inclined 
To feelings sentimental : 

His kindest deeds were all unkind, 
His thoughts were all ungentle. 

And yet he said, as forth flew he, 

“ My feelings run away with me!” 


Sir Fagin, ’mid the concourse vast, 
Had felt in many a pocket, 
And to his ownership had 
Gold, silver, watch, chain, locket. 
And thus with perfect truth said he, 
“ My feelings run away with me!” 


——_¢ 


SHOREDITCH SOCIAL REFORM. 
Peek let me beg of you, whatever you do, don't, dun't spoil your 
children. 

The worthy, well-meaning parson who had come down and taken 
the mission-hall, and given ua regular skin-tightening high-tea, in 
order to subsequently preach social reform to the denizens of 
Darkest Shoreditch, paused for an instant to note the effect of his 
words ; then fortifying himself by another sip from his tumbler, 
he continued : 

“No, friends, don’t spoil em, whatever you do. Itis the greatest 
mistake parents make, and is frequently the ruin of the young. If 
anyone disagrees with me——” 

A gentleman who had renounced the use of collar, and even 
shirt, in favour of a tricoloured val jersey, rose in the front seats. 

“Not a bit of it, mister, no ‘ere disagrees with yer, 1'll bet-— 
*ere, tip us yer fist.” He stepped. forward and aminbly held out a 
mars of soil that might have put to shame many a Bloomsbury 
back garden, beneath which might dimly be discerned the outline 
of a horny human hand. 

“Right y'are, guv'nor, right y’are. It's the stoopidest, fat-’ead- 
dedist mistake in the world tospoil kids. I kin assure you, sir, that 
advice is often wanted down ere, for they gets hittin ‘em on the 
‘ead with bottles, weltin’ of ‘em with buckled belts, and goodness 
on’y knows what besides. Jes’ take the case o’ Sam ‘Iggs an’ his 
missus. Sam goes beggin’ in the streets with a wooden leg. One 
night the kids aggrywates him and he starts settin’ about ‘em with 
his wooden leg. Strike me lucky if he don’t go and spoil the lot ! 
There's two dead, one in the German 'Orsepital, and another in the 
idyut ward at Colney ‘Atch. What's the result? The on’y one as 
they've gt at home carn't walk, so, no matter what time o' night 
it may be when Sam comes ‘ome, ef he wants a drop o’ beer he 
‘aves to go an’ fetch it hisself. I think your remarks oughter be 
written in letters of om mister: there ain’t no foolishness in the 
world like spoilin’ kids—what do you say, mates?” 

His ap to the audience brought a deafening roar of assent. 
and the disheartened reformer, having coughed dexpondently, sai 
he thought he'd better close the mecting. 

cg 
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Saturday, dune 2, 1894.) 


IN (RE) CAMERA. 
(Than Pee One 


THE opera-glass which 
hitherto 
Was only used for 
peering through, 
For scanning some 
stage beauty's face, 
Or staring _ rudely 
round the place, 
To this ds now 
another use, 
For snapshots it will 
=" prods: - 
es, at the play 
"Tis now OK. 
To take the face of 
some sweet lass 
| By means of your 
Photo Opera-G lass ! 


Tis handy fer the 
Johnny who 
Would “take” a chor. 
ister or two, 
So that he may in 
“ mooney ” daze 
Enraptured on their 
carte-lets gaze. 
Thus mashers often 
may o' nights 
Be-photo certain “ pets” in tights. 
In box and stall 
This camera small 
: Will give a chance to many an ass 
To take you with his opera-glass. 


HIS REQUEST. 

raIR smiled the moon, ns it rose in all its grandeur, shedding 
its silver light o'er the rippling wavelets that plashed almost noise- 
lexsly upon the beach at Cockleton-on-Sea. 

Gazing down upon the strangely beautiful scene from the calm 
exclusiveness of the verandah balcony of the Royal Cockleton 
Hotel, stood two figures—a man's and a girl's. 

For a while they spoke no word. Lost, perchance, in admiration 
of the peaceful beauty of the night, or vain recret that the asparagus 
hadn't come round twice at the just concluded table d'héte. 

lis was the tirst voice to break the silence. 

“ a iieen ty he said, softly, and there was a decided quaver of 

anxiety in his tones, 
* Millicent, now that you 
have promised to be mine 
want you to 
promise me something, 
darling — something that 
will make me very, very 
happy.” 

The fair girl glanced at 
him tenderly as she edged 
up the intervening two 
inches between them, and 
responded, “Ask it, 
Frederick : you know you 
have but to speak.” 

He caught her rap- 
turously to his breast, 
Dlixsfully ignorant of the 
fiet that the head waiter 
was evincing a marked 
interest in the proceed- 
ings from the open win- 
dow of the dining room, 
snd kissed the pearl pow- 
der passionately from her 
cheeks. “ My ownest !” he 
xurgled, “I knew—I felt that you would not refuse me. All doubts, 
all fears of our future happiness vanishes with your words.” 

*But what, Frederick,” she asked, smoothing her hair, after a 
lapse of five minutes, during which the observant knight of the 
napkin aforesaid nearly hugged himself to death with envy ; “Gut 
what, Frederick, is this all important question?” 

“Only this,” he responded. “Your mother, nay, you yourself 
have told me that you have been taking cooking lessons—— ™ 

“And you want me,” she broke in, “to dispense with a cook 
and pre pre ase dinners myself. Why, you dear old darling, of 
course I shall——” 

His look silenced her. “Isn't that it, Frederick?” she faltered. 

"Well, no, not exactly ;” he responded, “you ree—er—I've a 
sister who's been taking lessons too, and I've tasted some of her 
experiments, My constitution isn't « very strong one, and if only 
youd be content to give up your lessons and keep out of the 

itchen, I'd advertise for a £30 a-year cook and enter upon our 
ew life without a single fear.” 

It was a cruel shock to her domestic ambition ; but she bore it 
ravely, and a few minutes later the still waiting waiter heard the 
wund of the one hundred and twenty-seven salutes with which 
hey sealed the compact. 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
VERNIE VIVIAN, 


—cr— 


Some sweetly strange 
sensation 
The'wildered mind 
o’erwhelms, 
And swift, with soft 
gyration, 
To  rapture-laden 
realms 
Of fniry-like 
romances 
Thesoul itsjourney 
wings, a 
When Vernie Vivian 
dances— 
When Vernie 
Vivian sings! 


ba 
¢ 


Who shares in 
* Friv.” possesses 
Upon my heroine 
links, 
Her heaven - sent 
skill he blesses. 
And 
thinks 


satistiedly 
How every 
enhances 
The countless 
crowds she 


brings, 
When Vernie Vivian 
ances 


night 


When Vernie Vivian sings ! 
—_—_——_———— 


: WHAT DID HE MEAN? 
Wealthy Amateur Poet. D'ye know, I'm thinking of publishing 
i © volume of my verses, at my own expense, of course. 1 think 
will be rather a guod thing. 
Candad Acquaintance, So do 1—for the publisher. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 
—_—— 
Loxpon, May 22nd, 1894. 

DEAR Stoper,—I am a Highlander, and pthc Brey A one laughs 
more than I do at your caricatures of McNab. [ am, however, 
jealous of your spending all vour wit on the one clan. When 1 was 
in Canada the Chief of the McNaba was there, and when he went 
about he was generally accompanied by his aon. Entering any of 
the hotels there he had to sign his name in the Visitors’ Book 
which he did in this way : The McNab. His son following, signed 
The other McNab. The object of my writing you is to induce you 
to change the Tartan, say McPherson. One of that clan on being 
asked if he was a mechanic, disdainfully replied, “No, I'm a 
McPherson.” MeTavish is a tag! name among the Celts,—they 
swore terrible feuds, Again, there is the red McGiregors, the blac! 
Mclatoshes, and the braw McDouguls. In fact, the field is wide, 
and a sound of the bagpipes will brinz a host to your assist. 
ance, A Highlander, in Kothesay, very much amused an English 
tourist by glorifying his ancestors. One day the Sasenach saw 
Donald driving « pig, when he cried, “ Donald, is that one of your 
ancestors?” “Na, na,” said Donald, “it’s jist an acquaintance like 
‘yersel’.” Yours humorously, DUGAL CRATER, 


—~—___ 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 220.—H& ForesErs THE SETTLEMENT OF HIS DEBTS. 
Be it known by these presenta to all 
Who are able to make any cal! 
On the purse of the Mound, 
That the time's coming round 
When receipts for their bills they may scrawl, 


‘Tis by aid of the Uniforms Bill 
That this promise he hopes to fulfil. 
When that Bill becomes law, 
He will easily draw 
Many pounds from each tradesperson’s till. 


By the Uniforms Rill ‘tis required 
That no street-trotting sandwichmen (hired 
Say by soapmen or teamen) 
Shall henceforth as seamen 
Or soldiers be vainly attired. 
So the Wreck on a project has poppea, 
And to tradesmen a circular dropped : 
“If you'll make me good payment, 
The soul-thrilling raiment 
Of SLorER your men may adopt !!” 
And the tradesmen approve of the scheme, 
And erelong all the pavements will teem 
With a sandwich brigade 
Of old Hoodlume, arrayed 
In the togs that are all the world’s theme. 
Yes, with tile, and with nose, and with gamp, 
Through the streets will the sandwichmen tramp, 
And the Wreck, growing rich, 
Pay the debit-notes which 
Have so Jong made his eyelids so damp! 


THEY “WILL” HAPPEN. 

EVEN the best regulated families are subject to them. 

You see, it was like this: He'd made it a bit late in getting 
home from the meeting conve to pass a vote of contidence in 
the new candidate, and somehow he'd over-voted—that is, he'd got 
no confidence left in himself, to speak of. A little trouble with the 
handle of the bedroom door didn't improve him. When he stood 
in the presence of She who Took Deuced Good Care She Was 
Obeyed he felt that, even to the naked eye, he wobbled. 

be Oh.” she said, in cali and deliberate tones, “ youhkare got home 
then?” 

b Be ie ceaal Ack t he replied, with a great effort—and one 
reath, 

* What—on—carth—have—you—got—on—your—head 2” 

His courage vanished on the instant. What had he got on his 
head? Z/e didn't know. Lathed in cold perspiration, he tried hard 
to smile and say pleazantly, though it didn’t sound clear, even to 

im: 

“ Wha'smatterwi'mi'aa?” 

Like an enraged tiger robbed of her whelps—(we've never scen 
one, but can just imagine what it would be)—she dashed at him, 
and tore from his head a new and fashionable lady's hat, which she 
rended into rags in a frenzy that would not have disgraced a 
monkey at the Zoo. 

“Wretch !” she ejaculated, “this has condemned you—go and 
sleep in the spare room.” 

He went away, but he didn’t sleep in the spare room. Sleep 
couldn't wait till he got there: the hearthrug, with the interior of 
the coalscuttle for 2 pillow, was good cnough for him, and he slept 
the sleep of the just. 

In the morning his beaver was picked up by the maid of all work, 
on the stairs. But where was the brand new summer straw, with 
fullblown roses. that his better half, after trimming, had hung in 
the passage? Alas! a careful scrutiny of the particles that still 
strewed the bedroom floor showed that he, poor fellow, when he 
Brouped his own, had, inadvertently, “put on her'n.” 

The matutinal meal was eaten in comparative silence until he 
promised to take her to the milliner’s. 


—_>——— 


“EVIL THINGS.” 
—Jeremiah. 

ITARK ! the wniversal call : 
“Good or evil things, O soul?” 
Speaks the Spirit, and from all 

An answer heavenward brings. 
These some good will strive tu do: 
Theac, to fallen nature true, 
Boldly, recklessly or 

Their course of evil things. 


Hark ! the sighs, the gronna, the tcars— 
Anguish of unending years— 
As on those affrighted cars 
The direful sentence rings : 
“Rack, ye curst! no mercy crave! 
Back into a lower grave, 
Ye who spent the life I gave 
In doing evil things!” 
Hark! the loud exulting ery, 
First of endless songs of joy, 
As on these with friendly eve 
He beams, the King of Kings, 
“Come, ye blest! your crown is won! 
Safe at lust. vour labours done, 
From what on earth ye most did shun— 
Safe, safe from evil things |" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

“STILL” Waters : Irish and Scotch whisky. 

A PLAY that should Please Old Maids: Arms and the Man.” 

THE Budget Bill: Mr. Higgins devouring a certain weekly from 
Red Lion House, 

How docs a Doctor remind one of 2 Shoemaker? 
medicine to be soled, and his patient heeled, 

THE Stately Homes of—Americes : Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

Wuat well-known comedian can a single letter transform into a 
vagrom Arab ?—Edouin— Bedouin. 

SLOPER has been asked what to take when one has a bad cold, 
He thinks yeu can’t du better than take—your live of it 


Tle wants his 
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CHAPTER XII. 


“THE girl is dead to me?" said Jack Trevor, as he looked across 
the table at Phil Ranee, who was coolly examining a cigar pre- 
paratory tolighting it. 

* Yes, dead to you,” 
said Ranee, as he 
struck a vesta with 
provoking delibera- 
tion, and watched the 
first mouthfulls of 
smoke as they circled 
slowly tow; the 
ceiling. 

“From your man- 
ner 1 infer that the 
girl is alive—that you 
know where she is to 
be found—that it is 
your intention to 
withhold theinforma- 
tion from me. Is that 
what you mean when 
you say she is dead 
to me?” 

“Yes, mister, that 
girl is dead to you— 
as dead as if she 
never existed. You 
see, when the girl was 
married to you she 
knew nothing about 
matrimony — was as 
innocent as a baby. 
As she got older and 
richer she kicked 
against that marriage 
—kicked very forci- 
Dly. Not because she 
was rich, mind, for she is as good a girl as ever lived, but because 
she had ideas of love, and all that sort of thing. Well, she got the 
better of me. I told her the marriage was all tommy-rot—was 
no good ; destroyed all the papers, hoped vou had gone to the 
deuce, and wiped you out of my memory, till you woke me up to- 
night, so there you are!” 

“Yes, there I am, just where 1 was—a married man all the 
game. 

“Nota bit of it. You are quite free, You can marry as soon as 
you like; no one knows.” 

“ Beg your pardon, Mr. Phil Ranee, I know, and that is enough. 
1 don't have such an elastic conscience as to be able to forget these 
things. 1 am married; and marriage wer aecther would be 

igamy. 

“ Pity you are such 
a stickler about a 
tritle.” 

“Where is my wife? 
Has she, like you, an 
elastic conscience? 
Has she committed 
bigamy yet?” 
 “Notshe, She isa 
h lady, 1 tell you.” 

“Why should I not 
claim her?” 

“ Because I'll take 
precious good care 
you do not discover 
her, my boy. She 
would be worth 
claiming, too, both 
as regards looks and 
money. But it is not 
to be, my boy. If 
you were thinking of 
getting married to 
anyone, set about it 
at once, There is 
nothing to hinder 


you. 

“Thanks, no. 
There are some 
things besides Italian 
Opera you do not un- 
derstand, Phil Ranee, 
and 1 don't have 
time to explain to 
you that there are some things an Englishman, who would like to 

considered a gentleman, cannot atiord to do—connivance at a 
felony, for instance. You have crossed my life at an awkward 
moment—have indeed ruined it. Perhaps my best plan will be to 

0 off to South or somewhere clse, in search of a bullet. 

hat would solve the difficulty to some extent, and would, by 
making my wife a widow, remove any scruples she may have in 
regard to marrying again, for, in the present state of affairs, that 
would be impossible.” 

“Well, I wish you would,” said Phil Ranee, frankly, “if you are 
so darned squeemish. ‘Pon my soul, 1 didn’t think of it in the 
light you take it—and, confound it all! I wish for the hundredth 
time I hadn't done the darned thing. Look here, Mr, Trevor, 
will_you, as a particular favour, let me help you to an outfit?” 

“Don’t be so anxious to 
get me out of the way, man, 
and when I go i 


“You have crossed my life,” 


Threw it on the table. 


1 ‘sha'n't 
want your help. I have 
as much as will do my 
turn.” 

“Will you forgive me?” 
said Phil Ranee. “I admit 
I have been a scoundrel. 
D—n it!” he said, as ho 
pulled out the revolver and 
threw it on the table, “if it 
will comfort you any to 
kick me, do it—I think it 
would be more satisfactory 
to me if vou did.” 

“No, Ranee, no. Kicking 
you wouldn't relicve me a 

it. I think Ul go now, 
and have a big think over 
the matter to see the best 
wiy out of it. I'll let you 
know in a day or two my 
arrangements, and will fix 
matters that you will know 
when to put on mourning 
for my death. Good-bye, 
Mister Phil Rance.” 

Mr. Phil Ranee's supper 
tasted bad that night — 
though the chef at the 
Langholm was not to blame. 
Even the champagne was 
distasteful, and the cigars 
would not draw. As Mr. Ranee retired to bed he muttered, 
“Darn it all, I'm getting soft, 1 am; 1 do feel sorry for that 
poor chap.” 


“Tdo fevl eorry for that poor chap,” 


(To be continued newt week ) 
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please you, leave me not toothless,” 
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lovely bate in creation !° 


notice the 


“Guu, my noble Naron, take not my last one, An’ it 
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GENIUS DISCOURAGED. 
y change in that youth must be for 


ABOUT HIM. 
OR, 


“vapit 


Unt 


First Unele, I met our joint nephew, Jack, yesterday. I 


think he has changed for the better. 
Second Uncle. Hum! An, 
the better, 


One. 
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Rachael. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


“Bay, Unky, do be unselfish, and give us the addres of your 


Hine 
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